CHAPTER XXXVIII
A  DAY   OF   STORM   AND   DANGER
All that Saturday night we kept up the struggle to weather the southern shores of Xew England and get well out to sea. The four-cylinder motor continued to run, and to spit fire, but as long as we could make easting we were content. Although the wind held fresh, the propellers gave us a course of northeast in the stronger puffs and nearly east when the wind eased off. No one slept that night, though most of us were well-nigh exhausted. It was a night of peril, of strain, of anxiety which cannot be described.
All through, the night' I stood watch by the compass or steering wheel, watching the wake of the equilibrator and noting its angle by the magnetic needle. Throughout our voyage the actual course of the ship was determined in this manner, and we had no need to use the leeway "wire and indicator. We had not been able to get a sight of the sun or a star since leaving Atlantic City, and knew only roughly where we were. But Simon and I calculated that if the
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